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WITH A GOLDEN NECKLACE

ACCEPT, dear maid, this little token,
A supple chain that fain would lie,

And keep its tiny links unbroken
Upon a neck of ivory.

Pray, then, exalt it to this duty,
And change its humbleness to pride!

By day, it will adorn your beauty,
'By night, 'tis quickly laid aside.

But if another hand should proffer
A chain of weightier, closer kind,

Think twice ere you accept the offer;
For there are chains will not unbind.

ON THE LAKE
THIS little poem was composed during a tour in Switzerland
in 1775. Several others in this series belong to the same period,
being that when Goethe's passion for Anna Elizabeth Schone-
mann, the Lili of his poems, was at its height.
FKEE is my heart from every weight,
No care now cumbers me ;
0 Nature, thou art grand and great,
And beautiful to see!
Our boat goes dancing o'er the wave,
The rudder-track behind;
And yonder rise the mountains brave;
Blow fresh, blow fresh, thou wind!
What is this?   Mine eyes are burning!
G-olden dreams, are ye returning?                 10
Vanish, golden though you be!
Here is love and life for me.
The spray of the water
Like star-showers is blown;
The mists they draw upwards,
From each mountain throne,
The morning wind ripples
The reach of the bay,
And the trees in the mirror
Are dancing alway.                  "                       20